THE   ARMY

unfastened his adversary's belt, and calmly poured a cup
of hot coffee down the aperture of his breeches. When
Napoleon made peace with the Catholic Church he was
forced to attend Mass at Notre-Dame, where he got his
own back by making sufficient noise to drown the
celebrant. But he approached greatness at Castiglione,
and again at Arcola, while the morning of Eylau found
him with a fever that was not enough to prevent him
going to the front on a sledge and then being strapped
upright upon his horse. He was too unbalanced to bear
dignities, however, and soon lost caste as a soldier.
St. Cyr, the enigma of the Grand Army, passed from
his father's tannery to become engineer, actor, artist, and
finally soldier, although the artist never left him. He
was a bad companion, a supreme egotist who thought
less of the individuals he commanded than of his beloved
violin, which he took campaigning. The high noon of
his soldiery was reached at the second battle of Biberach,
as he frankly admitted: *On that day I was a man'j, and
yet he neglected to wear epauleftesT""" "~ """
Oudinot, although a stern Republican, hated the
Terrorists, and was once provoked into hurling a dish
of beans at one of their orators. He shone at the head
of the grenadiers, whom he loved because, as he ex-
plained, he led them all to death. His bivouac title was
'The Marshal of the thirty-four wounds', which he
justified by appearing after Friedland with his coat shot
literally into ribbons.
Bessieres was a cavalry leader of the romantic school,
with his handsome figure and the queue and powder
which belonged to the past. He was strictly faithful,
but rarer still in that his death -was mourned by the
terrible Guard. 'He lived Jti^^J^j^^                      ke,.
Turenne/ was Nap'oleon^ver3Ict.   ^^"^
i*^xTcKeT, a capable all-round soldier, was great in the
art of reducing fortresses.   Victor, who had once plied
drumsticks,   was   a   good  fighter,   drinker,   and   boon
companion.   He was  given a trouncing by Napoleon